


WELCOME 
 A very warm welcome to this evening’s concert, when we  
commemorate this special time of  year set aside for Remembrance.  

 Sidmouth Choral Society is delighted to offer this concert  
alongside members of  the University of  Exeter Chapel Choir. 

 Naturally, the context of  this evening’s concert is reflective, and we ask 
that any applause be held until the conclusion of  each half  of  the            
programme. 
 Please note that neither any form of  recording nor photography is   
permitted. 
 There will be a brief  interval. After the concert, please consider         
donating to the charities whose representatives will be located at the church 
doorways. 
 Thank you for supporting us this evening.  
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PROGRAMME 
 

Kyrie eleison. Christe eleison. Kyrie eleison. 

(Lord, have mercy. Christ, have mercy. Lord, have mercy.) 

Text: The Ordinary of  the Mass;  Music: Louis Vierne (1870––1937) 
 

Domine Iesu Christe, Rex gloriæ, O Lord Jesus Christ, King of  glory, 

libera animas omnium fidelium  save the souls of  all the faithful departed 

defunctorum de pœnis inferni,   from all pains of  hell, and from the abyss; 

et de profundo lacu; libera eas  and from the mouth of  the lion so that their souls 

de ore leonis, ne absorbeat eas  may not languish in the the depths of  hell. 

tartarus, ne cadant in obscurum. 

Sed signifer sanctus Michael  But that Saint Michael might bring them into  

repræsentet eas in lucem sanctam, the holy light which once you promised  

quam olim Abrahæ promisisti,  to Abraham and his seed. 

et semini eius.      

Hostias et preces tibi, Domine,   We offer prayer and praise to you, O Lord; 

laudis offerimus. Tu suscipe pro  accept these for the souls whom today we 

animabus illis, quarum hodie   commemorate. Grant them, O Lord, to pass 

memoriam facimus; fac eas,   from death into the life which once you promised 

Domine, de morte transire ad  to Abraham and his seed. 

vitam; quam olim Abrahæ  

promisisti, et semini eius. 
 

Text: The Mass of  the Dead;   Music: Maurice Duruflé (1902––1986) 
(Offertorium) 



 

Sanctus, sanctus, sanctus, Dominus  Holy, holy, holy Lord God of  Sabaoth. 

Deus Sabaoth. Pleni sunt cœli gloria  Heaven and earth are full of  your glory. 
tua. Hosanna in excelsis.    Hosanna in the highest.  
 

    Text: The Ordinary of  the Mass;  Music: Jean Langlais (1907––1991) 

 

Libera me, Domine, de morte æterna,  Deliver me, O Lord, from eternal death  

in die illa tremenda, quando cœli   on that dreadful day when the heavens  

movendi sunt et terra, dum veneris   and the earth shall be moved, when you 

iudicare sæculum per ignem.    will come to judge the world by fire.  

Tremens factus sum ego et timeo   I quake with fear and I tremble waiting 

dum discussio venerit atque ventura   for the day of  judgment to come, when 

ira, quando cœli movendi sunt et   the heavens and the earth shall be moved.  

terra. Dies illa, dies iræ, calamitatis   Day of  sorrow, day of  wrath, of  calamity, 

et miseriæ, dies magna et amara valde.  of  misery, the solemn day, and most bitter. 

Requiem æternam dona eis, Domine,   Rest eternal give to them, O Lord,  

et lux perpetua luceat eis. Libera me,   and let perpetual light shine upon them.  

Domine, de morte æterna, in die   Deliver me, O Lord, from eternal death 

illa tremenda, quando cœli movendi   on that dreadful day when the heavens  

sunt et terra, dum veneris iudicare   and the earth shall be moved, when you  

sæculum per ignem.     will come to judge the world by fire. 

 

            Text: The Mass of  the Dead;   Music: Maurice Duruflé  
               (Libera me) 



 

Sanctus, sanctus, sanctus, Dominus  Holy, holy, holy Lord God of  Sabaoth. 

Deus Sabaoth. Pleni sunt cœli gloria  Heaven and earth are full of  your glory. 
tua. Hosanna in excelsis.    Hosanna in the highest.  
 

    Text: The Ordinary of  the Mass;  Music: Jean Langlais (1907––1991) 

 

Libera me, Domine, de morte æterna,  Deliver me, O Lord, from eternal death  

in die illa tremenda, quando cœli   on that dreadful day when the heavens  

movendi sunt et terra, dum veneris   and the earth shall be moved, when you 

iudicare sæculum per ignem.    will come to judge the world by fire.  

Tremens factus sum ego et timeo   I quake with fear and I tremble waiting 

dum discussio venerit atque ventura   for the day of  judgment to come, when 

ira, quando cœli movendi sunt et   the heavens and the earth shall be moved.  

terra. Dies illa, dies iræ, calamitatis   Day of  sorrow, day of  wrath, of  calamity, 

et miseriæ, dies magna et amara valde.  of  misery, the solemn day, and most bitter. 

Requiem æternam dona eis, Domine,   Rest eternal give to them, O Lord,  

et lux perpetua luceat eis. Libera me,   and let perpetual light shine upon them.  

Domine, de morte æterna, in die   Deliver me, O Lord, from eternal death 

illa tremenda, quando cœli movendi   on that dreadful day when the heavens  

sunt et terra, dum veneris iudicare   and the earth shall be moved, when you  

sæculum per ignem.     will come to judge the world by fire. 

 

            Text: The Mass of  the Dead;   Music: Maurice Duruflé  
               (Libera me) 

 

Pie Iesu, Domine,    Merciful Lord Jesus, 
dona eis requiem sempiternam.  grant them eternal rest. 
     

      Text: The Mass of  the Dead;  Music: Gabriel Fauré (1845––1924) 

          (from ‘Libera me’) 

 

Lux æterna luceat eis, Domine,   May light eternal shine upon them, O Lord,  

cum sanctis tuis in æternum,   with your saints forever, for with you there is 
quia pius es. Requiem æternam   mercy. Eternal rest grant unto them, O Lord, 
dona eis, Domine, et lux    and let perpetual light shine upon them.   
perpetua luceat eis.  
 

               Text: The Mass of  the Dead;  Music: Maurice Duruflé  
 

Nimrod (Enigma Variations) ~ Edward Elgar (1857––1934) 
David Hulse, organ 

 

In paradisum deducant angeli   May the angels receive you in paradise,  

in tuo adventu suscipiant te   at your coming may the martyrs receive you 

martyres; et perducant te in   and bring you into the holy city Jerusalem.  

civitatem sanctam Ierusalem. 

Chorus angelorum te suscipiat   There may choirs of  angels receive you, 

et cum Lazaro quondam    and with Lazarus, once a beggar,  

paupere æternam habeas requiem.  may you have eternal rest. 

 
                 Text: The Mass of  the Dead;  Music: Maurice Duruflé  

 
 



Lord, Thou hast been our refuge from one generation to another. 
Before the mountains were brought forth, 
or ever the earth and the world were made, 

thou art God from everlasting and world without end. 

(O God our help from ages past, our hope for years to come;                                                               
our shelter from the stormy blast and our eternal home.) 

Thou turnest man to destruction; 
again thou sayest, “Come again ye children of  men.” 
For a thousand years in thy sight are but as yesterday, 

seeing that is past as a watch in the night.  

As soon as thou scatterest them they are even as a sleep 
and fade away suddenly like the grass. 

In the morning it is green and groweth up, 
but in the evening it is cut down, dried up and withered. 

For we consume away in thy displeasure, 
and are afraid at thy wrathful indignation. 

For when thou art angry all our days are gone; 
we bring our years to an end as a tale that is told. 

The years of  our age are three score years and ten 
and though men be so strong that they come to fourscore years, 

yet is their strength but labour and sorrow. 
So soon passeth it away and we are gone. 

Turn thee again, O Lord, at the last. Be gracious unto thy servants. 
O satisfy us with thy mercy and that soon 

so shall we rejoice and be glad all the days of  our life. 

Lord, thou hast been our refuge from one generation to another. 
Before the mountains were brought forth, 
or ever the earth and the world were made, 

thou art God from everlasting and world without end. 

And the glorious majesty of  the Lord be upon us. Prosper thou, O prosper thou the work of  
our hands, O prosper thou our handy work. 

 

Text: Psalm 90;  Music: Ralph Vaughan Williams (1872––1958) 
 

INTERVAL 



Lord, Thou hast been our refuge from one generation to another. 
Before the mountains were brought forth, 
or ever the earth and the world were made, 

thou art God from everlasting and world without end. 

(O God our help from ages past, our hope for years to come;                                                               
our shelter from the stormy blast and our eternal home.) 

Thou turnest man to destruction; 
again thou sayest, “Come again ye children of  men.” 
For a thousand years in thy sight are but as yesterday, 

seeing that is past as a watch in the night.  

As soon as thou scatterest them they are even as a sleep 
and fade away suddenly like the grass. 

In the morning it is green and groweth up, 
but in the evening it is cut down, dried up and withered. 

For we consume away in thy displeasure, 
and are afraid at thy wrathful indignation. 

For when thou art angry all our days are gone; 
we bring our years to an end as a tale that is told. 

The years of  our age are three score years and ten 
and though men be so strong that they come to fourscore years, 

yet is their strength but labour and sorrow. 
So soon passeth it away and we are gone. 

Turn thee again, O Lord, at the last. Be gracious unto thy servants. 
O satisfy us with thy mercy and that soon 

so shall we rejoice and be glad all the days of  our life. 

Lord, thou hast been our refuge from one generation to another. 
Before the mountains were brought forth, 
or ever the earth and the world were made, 

thou art God from everlasting and world without end. 

And the glorious majesty of  the Lord be upon us. Prosper thou, O prosper thou the work of  
our hands, O prosper thou our handy work. 

 

Text: Psalm 90;  Music: Ralph Vaughan Williams (1872––1958) 
 

INTERVAL 

Lead kindly light amid the encircling gloom, lead thou me on,  
the night is dark, and I am far from home; lead thou me on! 
Keep thou my feet; I do not ask to see 
the distant scene, one step enough for me.                                                          
I was not ever thus, nor prayed that thou shouldst lead me on. 
I loved to choose and see my path, but now, lead thou me on! 
I loved the garish day, and spite of  fears, pride ruled my will;                            
remember not past years.                                                                                  
So long your power has blest me, sure it still will lead me on, 
o'er moor and fen, o'er crag and torrent, till the night is gone, 
and with the morn those angel faces smile, 
which I have loved long since, and lost awhile. 

Text: St John Henry Newman (1801––1890);  Music: Howard Goodall (b. 1959) 

I have to believe that you still exist somewhere, that you still watch me 
sometimes, that you still love me somehow; I have to believe that life has 
meaning somehow, that I am useful here sometimes, that I make small 
differences somewhere. I have to believe that I need to stay here for some time, 
that all this teaches me something, so that I can meet you again somewhere. 

                     Text: Ann Thorp;  Music: Howard Goodall 

Do not stand at my grave and weep, I am not there, I do not sleep. 
I am a thousand winds that blow. I am the diamond glints on snow. 
I am the sunlight on ripened grain. I am the gentle autumn rain. 
When you awaken in the morning's hush, I am the swift uplifting rush 
of  quiet birds in circled flight. I am the soft stars that shine at night. 
Do not stand at my grave and cry; I am not there, I did not die.  

Text: attributed to Mary Elizabeth Frye;  Music: Howard Goodall 

Drop, drop, slow tears, and bathe those beauteous feet, 
which brought from heaven the news and Prince of  Peace.                          
Cease not, wet eyes, his mercies to entreat; 
to cry for vengeance sin doth never cease.                                                         
In your deep floods drown all my faults and fears; 
nor let his eye see sin, but through my tears. 

                     Text: Phineas Fletcher;  Music: Howard Goodall 



Agnus Dei, qui tollis peccata mundi, O Lamb of  God who takes away the sins            
miserere nobis.     of  the world, have mercy on us.           
Dona eis requiem.     Grant them rest.  

               Text: Mass of  the Dead;  Music: Howard Goodall (b. 1959) 
 

Chant de paix ~ Jean Langlais 
Andy Benoy, organ 

 

They shall grow not old, as we that are left grow old. 
Age shall not weary them, nor the years condemn. 
At the going down of  the sun and in the morning. 
We will remember them. We will remember them. 
                Text: Laurence Binyon;  Music: Douglas Guest (1916––1996) 

Lacrimosa, dies illa,   That day will be marked by tears 
qua resurget ex favilla   when those to be judged 
iudicandus homo reus.   will arise from the ashes.    
Huic ergo parce, Deus.   Spare them, O God, in your mercy. 
Pie Iesu Domine,    Merciful Lord Jesus, 
dona eis requiem.     grant them rest 

        Text: The Mass of  the Dead;  Music: Zbigniew Preisner (b. 1955) 

Pie Iesu Domine,    Merciful Lord Jesus, 
dona eis requiem.     grant them rest 

     Text: The Mass of  the Dead;  Music: Maurice Duruflé  
 

We praise thee, O God; we acknowledge thee to be the Lord. 
All the earth doth worship thee, the Father everlasting. 
To thee all angels cry aloud, the heavens and all the powers therein. 
To thee cherubin and seraphin continually do cry, 
Holy, Holy, Holy, Lord God of  Sabaoth; 
Heaven and earth are full of  the majesty of  thy glory. 

 

The glorious company of  the apostles praise thee. 
The goodly fellowship of  the prophets praise thee. 
The noble army of  martyrs praise thee. 
The holy Church throughout all the world doth acknowledge thee: 
the Father of  an infinite majesty; 
thine honourable, true and only Son; 
also the Holy Ghost the Comforter. 
Thou art the King of  glory, O Christ. 
Thou art the everlasting Son of  the Father. 
When thou tookest upon thee to deliver man, 

thou didst not abhor the Virgin’s womb. 
When thou hadst overcome the sharpness of  death, 

thou didst open the kingdom of  heaven to all believers. 
Thou sittest at the right hand of  God, in the glory of  the Father. 
We believe that thou shalt come to be our judge. 
We therefore pray thee, help thy servants, 

whom thou hast redeemed with thy precious blood. 
Make them to be numbered with thy saints in glory everlasting. 

 
          Text: Te Deum laudamus;  Music: Ralph Vaughan Williams  

  

In paradisum deducant angeli   May the angels receive you in paradise,  

in tuo adventu suscipiant te   at your coming may the martyrs receive you 

martyres; et perducant te in   and bring you into the holy city Jerusalem.  

civitatem sanctam Ierusalem. 

Chorus angelorum te suscipiat   There may choirs of  angels receive you, 

et cum Lazaro quondam    and with Lazarus, once a beggar,  

paupere æternam habeas requiem.  may you have eternal rest. 

 
             Text: The Mass of  the Dead;  Music: Gabriel Fauré  



The glorious company of  the apostles praise thee. 
The goodly fellowship of  the prophets praise thee. 
The noble army of  martyrs praise thee. 
The holy Church throughout all the world doth acknowledge thee: 
the Father of  an infinite majesty; 
thine honourable, true and only Son; 
also the Holy Ghost the Comforter. 
Thou art the King of  glory, O Christ. 
Thou art the everlasting Son of  the Father. 
When thou tookest upon thee to deliver man, 

thou didst not abhor the Virgin’s womb. 
When thou hadst overcome the sharpness of  death, 

thou didst open the kingdom of  heaven to all believers. 
Thou sittest at the right hand of  God, in the glory of  the Father. 
We believe that thou shalt come to be our judge. 
We therefore pray thee, help thy servants, 

whom thou hast redeemed with thy precious blood. 
Make them to be numbered with thy saints in glory everlasting. 

 
          Text: Te Deum laudamus;  Music: Ralph Vaughan Williams  

  

In paradisum deducant angeli   May the angels receive you in paradise,  

in tuo adventu suscipiant te   at your coming may the martyrs receive you 

martyres; et perducant te in   and bring you into the holy city Jerusalem.  

civitatem sanctam Ierusalem. 

Chorus angelorum te suscipiat   There may choirs of  angels receive you, 

et cum Lazaro quondam    and with Lazarus, once a beggar,  

paupere æternam habeas requiem.  may you have eternal rest. 

 
             Text: The Mass of  the Dead;  Music: Gabriel Fauré  
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Our next concert... 


